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and draw alikc? every one; that vile execution,—they call it execution,—la pact, la pcinture au premier
coup. 1 was over in England last year, and I saw 8oino portraits by a man called Richmond. They
were horrible, but I liked thorn because they weren't like painting. Stott and Sargent are clever fellows enough; 1 like Stott the boat If they had remained at home and hadn't beou taught, they might have developed a personal art, but the trail of the serpent is over all thoy do—that vile French painting, le mor-ceau, etc. Stott i« getting over it by degrees. lie exhibited it nymph this year. I know what ho meant; it was an interesting intention. I liked hit* little landscapes bet tar * . . simplified into nothing, into a couple of primitive! tints, wonderful clearness, light. But 1 doubt if he will find a public to understand all that
Pemocratio art! Art in the direct antithesis to democracy. .. . Athena I a few thousand citizens who owned many thousand aluvea, call that domocraeyl No! what 1 fim spunking of in modern democracy— the muni*. The mtiH» cum only npprec/mte Htmple and na'ivft emotionH, puerile prettinefta, ul>ove all conventional! titia. Kco the Amoricung that coinci over hero; what do they admire? la it Degas or Miniiit they admire? No, Itaugueraau and Lofevre. What most ad mi red at tlie International Exhibition?—The 'Dirty Boy* And if thu medal of honour had bmn decided bj a                tho dirty boy would kadon are devoured. After two years they all paintszt                                ^
